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remember now her books and can see her at her pursuits.
She raved of him of whom all such ladies were raving then,
and rejoiced in the popularity and wept over the persecution
of Lord Byron.
The picture is surely a faithful one. Frances Trollope was
feminine, impulsive, warm-hearted, but too busy with the
bustling pleasures of a Strenuous existence to go deeply into
anything or to linger over the interests of yesterday when those
of to-morrow called to her. Even when she had herself
become an established authoress and her name Stood high on
the list of lending-library favourites, she remained an ordinary
woman with no literary aflfe&ations or vanities, with no pro-
fundities either real or assumed. To the letters of flattery
which poured in upon her she replied with genial unconcern;
to reviewers* insults and the scurrilities of angry Americans
she did not reply at all. She could not be lionised, having no
sense of the leonine. She had measured herself too often
againSt hostile reality to be cheated into attitude by phantom
reputation. Daily life and the fortunes of her family had once
been bitterly her burden; they remained her chief interest
when the bad times were over.
All of this Anthony saw and set on record. He could divine
his mother truly, because in this primary absorption in daily
things he was so utterly her son*